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ABSTRACT
CATHERINE CARTER SERVATI: Find Yourselt, Forget Yourseit
(Under the direction of Dr. Ben McClelland)

This thesis is written in the form of a selfreflective, memoir-esque essay evaluating the journey of my
undergraduate academic career. Everyone tells a story with
his or her life. Often, distracted by the demands of
everyday living, we stop paying attention to that story.
In an intentional effort to better understand where I have
been, where it is that I am going, and what exactly I am
saying with my life, I have written this personal
narrative. Although insecurity and vulnerability are a
byproduct of this type of self-exposure, little is gained
without ever taking a risk. The time, effort, and
occasional difficulty I encountered while attempting to
give voice to many thoughts and emotions that never left my
brain over that past few years has benefited me immensely.
The following pages tell my story by telling the stories of
the Lost Boys of Sudan, the Mississippi Teacher Corps, and
the Protestants and Catholics of Northern Ireland. Yet it
is my hope that within these pages, you may find something
of your story as well.
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Introduction: The Making of A Character, The Heart of The
Story

Whatever you are, be a good one.

-Abraham Lincoln

A character in a story is not what he or she thinks or
what he plans, what he hopes or what he dreams.
character is what he does.

A

Imagine going to a movie and

witnessing 120 minutes of a character's thought process, or
reading someone's diary composed of nothing but abstract
ruminations.

Without action, characters do not develop,

and nothing happens.

Therefore, if, in a good story, a

character is defined what by he or she does, then

I ask

myself, what am I doing to live a good story, to become a
compelling character?

I have come to realize that my life is really just one
long, unfolding story.

As I'm drawing closer to the end of

one phase or chapter of my story, if you will, I've
reflected on what I have done to ensure my life's
meaningfulness. Author Donald Miller believes that
1

if

what we choose to do with our lives won't make a storymeaningful, it won't make a life meaningful either.

and I

agree (Miller xiii).

Life, and all of the experiences that the word
encompasses, feels different when looking back on it.

For

better or worse. if our experiences really make us who we
are, reflection is worth the time and care required.
*★ ★

There was the Freshmen Ventures trip to Seattle,
Washington, when I cried the night before departure because
never before had I been in charge of something where so
many things could go disastrously wrong. I would say that
firsts

call for a bit of necessary anxiety—would our

accommodations be satisfactory? What about transportation
from the airport? Are we really going to be able to pull
off our scheduled interview? My mind raced with questions
that no one could answer. The answers rested in the
experience, and the experience was not going to happen
unless I stopped crying and got on the airplane.
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Needless

to say, all turned out well, and my group had quite a
memorable afternoon with a Hare Krishna woman in her
teashop.

For me, it was fear of the unknown that caused so

much anxiety. Those anxieties dissolved once I saw plans
come to fruition. and all at once my fears seemed foolish.
I gained memories that I will forever cherish.

The following summer, I packed my bags and went to
Durango, Colorado, by myself to work at a summer camp.

I

made it to Colorado just fine. but my luggage never did.
and I surprised myself by enjoying the two weeks of staff
training completely out of my comfort zone and without any
of my belongings.

My sophomore year brought many "firsts " —my first
college boyfriend, my first trip abroad, my first and last
time organizing the Honors Collegers sophomore service trip
to Chicago, and the first, but not last, time I'd take on
major responsibilities within my sorority.
surprising myself at every turn.

I was

As I look back over this

period, any discomfort or uncertainty experienced—and
there was a lot—was certainly overshadowed by the rewards
each risk brought. Somehow I believe that each task was
preparing me for the next: I was becoming bolder and more
3

self-assured; I was more comfortable speaking in front of a
group of strangers; I was confident in my ability to make
plans and carry them out to completion.

Without these

experiences, I would not have been prepared for what the
future was to hold.

Junior year followed similarly: I was finding my place
in Oxford, beginning to think of this town as a second
home .

I was connected to the community and campus through

volunteerism and felt more comfortable than ever.

I

applied for an internship with the Mississippi Teacher
Corps and happily spent the summer in Oxford learning about
public education and considering a future as an educator.
Although that summer made me realize my interest in a
teaching career was no longer something to pursue. it
opened my eyes to a different possibility that is still
having an effect on what I want the future of my story to
look like.

My senior year brought its own surprises. as had the
other years.

I found the saying

another door opens.

when one door closes,

although cliche, to be true. My

confusion over altered career plans and an ending a
relationship transformed into excitement about the reality
4

that I would be studying at Queen's University in Belfast,
Northern Ireland, during the spring semester.

After

hesitating about whether or not to even submit the study
abroad application that would fund one University of
Mississippi student's semester at Queen's University, I was
really going.

None of it made much sense —who studies

abroad during the spring semester of her senior year? But I
didn't let such hesitancies hold me back.
in the adventure of my life was unfolding.

Another chapter
With much

prayer that my luggage would actually make it this time, I
stepped onto a plane accompanied by twelve strangers, all
of us about to embark on a formative adventure.

***

Everyone has a story.

Each of us comes from one

place, exists where we are and more than likely, is on the
road to someplace else.

We would probably say that the

stories we possess make us who we are and shape us into who
we are going to be.

Yet, how often do we come across

someone else's story that is so powerful, gripping.
motivating, challenging, encouraging—whatever it may be—
that it stops us where we are and changes everything from
that point on?
5

** ★

Thoughts of Radika, the Hare Krishna we met in
Seattle, did not leave my mind. As she peacefully and
contently chanted her mantra for us it seemed as though she
lost awareness of everything around her. even her audience.
The three of us sitting there looked on with a sort of
admiration for her dedication. Radika's lifestyle was so
radically different than mine, so simple, so mindful and
intentional.

The summer I spent in Colorado amongst teenagers just
a few years younger than myself introduced me to more
stories, some inspiring, some entirely disheartening. I
recall sitting outside our cabin with a camper late one
evening, long after all of the campers were supposed to be
asleep. Sitting outside on that cool, peaceful evening.
with a million stars overhead and not a single light in
sight to disrupt the stillness, Kelsey shared with me a
devastating story.

One truth forever destroyed the image

of her picture-perfect Christian family: Kelsey confessed
to her mom at the age of sixteen that her father had been
sexually abusing her for several years.

Not only was the

reality of this beyond my comprehension, but it was also
6

beyond me as to how I could offer even a word of
encouragement to a young, beautiful, kind girl who was in
so much pain.

Although all that I could offer Kelsey was a

listening ear, I believe that was enough.

By sharing the

most difficult part of her life. she gained power over it.
moving her story forward.

This experience taught me the

story I am living requires various roles; and on that day.
it felt good to be a listener.

Our group of honors students spent just one afternoon
at the Boys and Girls Club of Chicago during the sophomore
service trip.

We didn't change anyone's life—unless

singing karaoke and playing ping-pong has that sort of
capability—yet we were the ones who were really changed.
Much to my surprise. I learned that the kids who spent
their afternoons at the Boys and Girls Club were made fun
of, ridiculed by their peers, simply because they were
trying to stay out of trouble.

It wasn't cool or popular

to make good decisions in this neighborhood.

I'm not sure what my expectations were for that
afternoon in Chicago; I imagined that our small group of
students from Mississippi would bring life to the Boys and
Girls club of Chicago, that we would have something to
7

offer them that they did not already possess.

However, the

moment we walked in. we were met with ample amounts of life
and vitality that we could not have produced on our own
even if we'd tried.

In the lobby of the building a young

man was painting a vibrant mural on the walls; inside, the
gathering room was a whirlwind of activity—competitive
ping-pong games, comedic performances on the karaoke
machine, girls gossiping, and boys bantering.

It was a

humbling realization in those moments recognizing that we
weren't going to change anything.

Our presence was deeply

appreciated, but no one needed us, especially not for one
afternoon.

With that realization came the ability to

simply relax.

I suddenly understood that I was there only

to witness a snapshot of a larger picture that was
happening before I arrived and would continue to happen
long after I left.

My role changed to that of a companion.

and I was able to enjoy conversations with middle school
girls, knowing that I was doing exactly what I was supposed
to be doing.

I remember sitting in the Newark Airport early in the
evening on January 25, 2009. Surrounding me were the then
unfamiliar faces that would eventually become my American
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family while abroad.

We were all from different schools.

different cities, different lives, yet the one thing we
would come to share in common would be the next four months
of our lives in Belfast, Northern Ireland.
I'm back to the life I left, as are they.

One year later.
Yet, the time we

shared. the memories we made, and the stories that I now
have to tell are distinctly and uniquely mine. Those
experiences—the smells, the tastes, the sights, and the
sounds (the accents, the smiles, the greenery, the rain!) —
are mine and only mine.

But, what I carried away from my

time in Northern Ireland is far more than sights and
smells.

Rather, what I left with and still carry with me

is a realization about the universality of human struggle.
For the first time in my life. I saw reconciliation
manifested as more than an ideological concept and began to
understand how I could play a part in that same process in
other parts of the world.

Most importantly, I was gaining

a greater understanding of what my role is to be in that
much larger story.

Some stories are so compelling that one cannot simply
just walk away from them.

Some demand more attention and

further thought; the best stories inspire change.

9

The

story of my life is not this type of story—yet. However, I
have been fortunate enough to encounter the stories of
others that heroically fall into this category.

For the past twenty-three years of my life, I have
been living in and out of stories.

I have lived in some

where others have been the main character and in even more
that revolve around myself —each experience being an
opportunity to learn and grow as an individual.

I have

been uncomfortable at times, been made to consider
possibilities beyond my own imagination; I've grieved.
celebrated, given up, and tried harder. Yet the most
rewarding and memorable stories are the ones that have
given me insight into worlds far removed from my own.
They've been the stories that I could not have possibly
written myself, even if I'd tried. Let me share some of
these stories as an introduction to moving my own story
forward.

My first glimpse into a world completely and utterly
different from my own came through Ishmael Beah's memoir A
Long Way Gone, in which he recounts his days as a child
soldier in Sierra Leone.

Beah's story took me far from my

comfortable life in Mississippi into a foreign land marred
10

by troubles and hardships I'd never even thought to
consider. Imagining Ishmael walking barefoot over the
scorching sands of African deserts is just one of the
images that will forever be etched in my brain. Here I was,
lying poolside in my neighborhood, thinking I understood
what it meant to be

hot,

reading content that I would

have preferred to be fiction.

I am still unsure as to

whether I was unwilling or just simply unable to wrap my
mind around the reality of a childhood so incredibly
different from my own:

where were the summers spent at

children's camps or the after-school sport activities? I
cannot recall what led me to pick up Beah's memoir in the
first place.

I vaguely remember a connection to Oprah—

maybe it was featured in her book club —but that was also
the summer that my boyfriend was traveling to Africa.
Somewhere inside of me. situated in a deeper place than I
was willing to admit. I was possessed by a fearful
curiosity.

I cried while watching the movie Blood Dia.mond,

having to turn it off before it was over. {Blood Diamond, a
2006 film. exploits the sale of diamonds that have been
obtained in conflict areas in Africa. What many do not know
before watching the film is that the sale of many of these
diamonds, which are sold to diamond companies around the
11

world, ultimately finances the ongoing conflict in Africa
by profiting warlords.)

Fearful about my boyfriend's

upcoming trip to Uganda, I convinced myself that no part of
Africa was safe and concluded that it was time to do some
research of my own.

These first glimpses into the atrocities of war and
war's effect on innocent children were a painful yet
intriguing introduction to unmerited injustice on

a scale

that I had never encountered. Never before had I heard of
child soldiers who were forced to fight for a government's
army at the age of twelve; I knew little to nothing about
rebel groups attacking and destroying entire villages.
killing men, capturing children, and raping women. The
continent of Africa seemed to be a topic increasingly
recurrent in the media and among celebrities

(the "RED

campaign, Mia Farrow's advocacy for Darfur, Angelina
Jolie's giving birth in Namibia then donating $300,000 to
Namibian hospitals and also serving as a goodwill
ambassador for the United Nations High Commissioner for
Refugees, to name a few), so I wanted to know more, yet I
wanted my interest to be one that was informed and

12

analysis of Eggers's book as a means of expressing how one
Sudanese man's story so captivated and motivated me to
shape my own life story and to further develop into a
character, uniquely mine.
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Chapter I: Reading and Reacting

It's what you read when you don't have to that
determines what you'll be when you can't help it.

Oscar Wilde

In the opening lines of Dave Eggers's novel What Is
the What, Valentino Achak Deng introduces the story of his
life that is to follow rather simply and straightforwardly:
What Is the What is the soulful account of my life: from
the time I was separated from my family in Marial Bai to
the thirteen years I spent in Ethiopian and Kenyan refugee
camps, to my encounter with vibrant Western culture
beginning in Atlanta, to the generosity and the challenges
that I encountered elsewhere

(Eggers xiii).

Yet, the

story that is to follow is anything but simple and
straightforward.

In a review for the New York Times, Francine Prose
calls What Is the What,

a love story, a coming-of-age

novel... [including] Valentino's unfailingly engaging musings
on human nature, love and death, as well as the meaning of
15

the eponymous and ominous 'What

/ if

(Prose).

More than

simply a novel telling a story for the purpose of
entertainment, What Is the What is a story about the power
of stories and the importance of telling them:

Whatever I do.
tell

these

help

it.

stories... I speak
It

strength.

way to live. I will

however I find a

gives

me

to

you

strength,

to know that you are

because

almost

I

cannot

unbelievable

there... I am alive and

you are alive so we must fill the air with our words.
I

will

fill

today.

taken back to God.

tomorrow,

every

day

until

I

am

I will tell stories to people who

will listen and to people who don't want to listen. to
people
while

who
I

seek

will

me

know

out

and

that

those

you

are

who

All

run.

there.

How

the

can

I

pretend that you do not exist? It would be almost as
impossible

as

you

pretending

that

I

do

not

exist.

(Eggers 535).

These final words of the novel, which I read during my own
worry-free family vacation. came across to me as nothing
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short of a challenge. Valentino and Dave Eggers himself
were begging readers not to forget the story they'd just
encountered while I wondered to myself,

How could anyone

forget this?

Moving, challenging, heart-breaking, and
inspirational, Eggers's account of the experiences of
Valentino Achak Deng has entrenched itself into my psyche.
Told in the format of vignettes. Eggers chronicles one of
the most horrific and heroic timelines of a young man's
adolescence through unfolding narrative. Whether Valentino
is talking to Edgardo, his friend, mechanic, and neighbor.
or Michael, better known as

TV Boy,

his Christian

neighbors, or any one of the many individuals who helped
him adjust to life in the United States, he perpetually
narrates through stories.

These stories explain his

current experiences in the United States in light of his
past: his war-torn childhood, displaced adolescence, and
the ever-unfolding journey of his young adult life.

Eggers weaves integral segments of history throughout
narrative prose in order to inform the reader about the
political and cultural happenings in Sudan. Valentino is
forced to flee his native village when rebel soldiers
17

attack, this being only one of the many attacks staged by
Sudan's Islamic government and Southern rebel armies.
Groups primarily composed of young boys band together and
slowly make the grueling journey toward Ethiopia,
refuge for the thousands of displaced Sudanese.

a rumored

Those that

actually survive this portion of the walk discover a
temporary haven until Ethiopia finds itself engulfed in its
own civil war.

Forced to leave, the young group of boys,

totaling hundreds by this point, return to Sudan, and
eventually cross the border into Kenya, where at last they
attain some degree of security.

After spending over a

decade living in a refugee camps in Kakuma, Kenya,
Valentino qualifies for resettlement in the United States.
Eager and expectant, Valentino arrives in the United States
hoping for much more than he actually finds. Troubled by
robberies, setbacks in the search for an education, and
difficulties finding a job-all on top of adjusting to a
foreign and far more advanced culture-Valentino struggles
to find his place in the U.S. and begin a new life while
maintaining ties to his Sudanese heritage.

Dave Eggers's unique ability to place the reader
inside of Valentino's mind creates an extremely

18

personalized account. Valentino is rarely literally telling
a story to anyone; rather this narration all happens within
his mind. Seamless transitions between life in Atlanta and
flashbacks to Sudan toggle the reader between two very
different worlds unfortunately plagued by similar
difficulties.

It doesn't take long to catch onto the fact

that none of his

listeners

are actually listening, or

would even care to listen for that matter.

The man and

woman breaking into Valentino's apartment do not care where
he is f rom/

TV Boy,

the young boy holding Valentino

hostage while the thieves are away, doesn't know what
Valentino's life was like at his age —how he feared for his
life almost daily; the nurse in the emergency room cannot
see that the pain Valentino is feeling is hauntingly
familiar to the pain felt during much of his childhood;
young African Americans make fun of Valentino because his
skin is so dark, yet they never ask him why or where he is
from.

So many of the people Valentino encounters simply do

not know-or is it that they do not care? Either way, it
seems that Valentino and Eggers are both asking their
readers not to fall into the same category of indifferent
people.

Yet, in my mind, I could not see how that would be

possible, at least not for myself; although I do see why it
19

might be possible for some readers to walk away from such a
story unscathed.

In this age of instant gratification,

discomfort is never a popular feeling.

When thoughts or

ideas engender a sense of discomfort, it is easy and
somewhat natural to compartmentalize them-it may even be
necessary-with the good intention of returning for further
consideration.

Yet for many, the initial compassionate

impulse never results in further contemplation.

Two of the most poignant scenes in the novel occur
before and during the frenzied evacuation of Sudanese from
their temporary refuge in Pinyudo, Ethiopia,

Immediately

preceding Valentino's recount of an event he surely would
have preferred to forget, growing tensions between Southern
Sudan's rebel army, the Sudan People's Liberation Army
(SPLA), and refugee population are demonstrated when a
group primarily composed of young boys, aged six to twelve
and numbering close to ten thousand, are forced to witness
the execution of seven supposed traitors at the hands of
SPLA soldiers.

The soldiers stepped forward, two of them behind each
bound man.

They pointed their guns at each man's head

and chest, and they fired.
20

The shots went through the

men and dust rose from the earth... Boys ran in every
direction.

Some clung to the closest adult they could

find, shaking and weeping.

Some lay where they had

been standing, curled up and sobbing.

I turned

around, vomited, and ran away. (Eggers 334-335)

Are there even words to follow such a horrific experience?
These are precisely the parts of the novel that the
majority of readers would likely have preferred to regard
as fiction.

But the truth of the matter is this: it is far

from fiction; it is real and ongoing.

As Sudanese increasingly flood into Ethiopian refugee
camps, their numbers nearing 40,000, Ethiopia's political
situation became increasingly complicated. With the
assistance of Eritrean separatists groups, Ethiopian rebels
successfully overthrew their leader. President Mengistu.
At this point, the safety of the Sudanese refugees was no
longer guaranteed and another mass exodus began—one that
many would not survive.

In order to reach safety, refugees

in Pinyudo needed to cross the River Gilo and quickly.
Ethiopian rebels were rapidly approaching, heavily armed
and ready to eliminate the foreign population:

To stay on

the bank meant certain death. but to jump into that river.
21

swollen and rushing, was madness

(Eggers 337).

Valentino

painfully remembers:

A scream came from very close.
in the jaws of a crocodile.

I turned to see a boy

The river boomed red and

the boy's face disappeared... Maniacal screaming came
from the retreating riverbank... It is only luck that
brought me across the river that day. My feet met the
ground and I threw myself onto the riverbank.

At that

moment, a mortar shell exploded twenty feet ahead of
me.

From the high riverbank, we could see everything,

could see far too much. {Eggers 338-339)

His descriptions go on to include soldiers firing randomly
as boys, men. babies, and women attempted to cross the
raging river: "Shells exploded... women dropped babies in
the river. boys who could not swim simply drowned... some of
the dead were then eaten by crocodiles

(Eggers 340).

I cannot say with all certainty, but I suspect that
for some the temptation to place the book back on the shelf
and walk away would have been great.

Some parts were

certainly unforgettable: memories of young boys being
mauled and eaten by lions, accounts of the many children
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who were either massacred or eaten by crocodiles while
attempting to cross the River Gilo, the countless
disappointment after disappointment Valentino faced after
arriving in the United States. Although factual, because of
the inconceivable hardships Valentino faced, it would make
it easier to put this novel down and walk away. Yet for
some reason I couldn't. Could you forget this?

I have been starved, I have been beaten with sticks.
I have

with rods. with brooms and stones and spears.
ridden five milss on a truckbed loaded

with corpses.

I have watched too many young boys die in the desert.
some as if sitting down to sleep. some after days of
madness. I have seen three boys taken by lions. eaten
haphazardly.

I watched them

lifted from

their feet,

carried off in the animal's jaws and devoured in the
high

grass,

snapping

close

sounds

I

enough

that

the

tearing

of

could
of

hear

flesh.

the
I

wet
have

watched a close friend die next to me in an overturned
truck,

his eyes open

to me,

his

life

leaking

from

a

hole I could not see. (Eggers 5)

It's hard to describe adequately exactly what happened
inside of my brain when I realized that this is what I
23

wanted to learn more about, this was something that trulymattered to me and merited the time I was willing to
invest.

I felt purposeful, inspired, and motivated.

After

reading What is the What, I was absorbed by this story of
one boy whose life was like so many others, yet so
incredibly different from my own.

I bought as many books

and documentaries on this topic as I could find.

I wanted

to know more: more about the Lost Boys, more about their
pasts, the possibilities for their futures, more about what
they were doing now, and more about the new life many had
found in the United States.

24

Chapter II: The Heart of the Conflict: Sudan Divided

Conflict in the land of Sudan is no new occurrence.
Disputes, disagreements, conflicts of interest, and violent
behavior have all plagued the land and its people for
generations.

Yet the situation in Sudan is completely

unique unto itself. The conflict is not only deeply rooted
historically, it is also directly tied to the country's
geography and environment and resources, or sometimes, lack
thereof.

Various ethnic groups have inhabited southern Sudan
for countless generations. The Dinka, the largest of these
ethnic groups, is composed of around twenty-five tribal
groups, all sharing a common culture, language, and similar
physical characteristics.

For many generations, the Dinka

existed in Southern Sudan in relative peace.

They lived

contently herding cattle, farming, and fishing without the
presence or necessity of modern structure. As early as 23
BCE when a Roman commander ventured south of Egypt into
Sudan claiming that the land ahead wasn't even fit for
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exploration, two worlds already existed within the
boundaries of one country. The Northern Sudanese people
developed their sense of identity from the Middle East, an
area heavily influenced by trade; Southern Sudanese
maintained a more insular existence fostered by the
traditional African ideals of culture and animist religion.
This disparity was due largely in part to the Sudd, a swamp
that created natural separation between the north and the
south. The northern portion of Sudan continued to develop
as an Arabic and Islamic nation with the arrival and

spread of Islam throughout Egypt and Northern Sudan in the
seventh century. Southern Sudan remained largely unknown to
the outside world until 1820 (Bixler 36-39).

The year 1820 marks the beginning of what was to
become several decades of conflict in Sudan.

Egypt's

Viceroy, Muhammad Ali, invaded and seized a large portion
of northern Sudan intending to capture Sudanese to stock
his military forces.

In 1840, Ali was the first to forge

the vast Sudd accompanied by Arab Muslims of Egypt seeking
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to enslave black southerners in the name of the
Islam.

House of

For the several decades that followed, slave

raiders from Turkey, Egypt, northern Sudan, Greece and
other parts of Europe invested in posts throughout southern
Sudan to support the slave market growing in the northern
capital of Sudan, Khartoum (39-40).

This time in history is referred to by the Dinka as
Ali's conquest marks the

the spoiling of the world.

beginning of a series of events that would eventually lead
to the civil war that erupted between north and south Sudan
more than one hundred years later, ultimately forcing more
than four million Sudanese from their villages. including
the thousands of boys who would eventually be known as the
Lost Boys of Sudan.

Many years later. in the 1860s, All's grandson,
Khedive Ismail, gained control of Egypt.

In response to

pressures from the British government. Ismail shut down the
slave market in Khartoum and forbid importing Sudanese
slaves into Egypt (Britain had abolished the slave trade in
1807 and freed slaves across its empire in 1831.) However,
All's effort was hardly effective. In order to placate the
British and ensure their continued financial support for
27

Ismail's development projects, Ismail appointed British
explorer Sir Samuel Baker with the task of eliminating the
slave trade.

Equipped with Egyptian and Sudanese soldiers,

Baker set off for southern Sudan doing little good for the
actual slave trade, yet all the good necessary to allay
British fears (Bixler 41-42).

Baker's successor. Colonel Charles George Gordon,
arrived on the scene in 1874, confident in his ability to
finish the task of ending slave trade. It wasn't long
before Gordon resigned in 1879, frustrated by the
difficulty he encountered and the extent of the trade that
he found nearly impossibly to exterminate.

By this time.

Egyptians and Turks, along with northern Sudanese, invaded
much of the land belonging to the Dinka.

This marks the

beginning of the generational distrust of northern Arabs
and Muslims that the southern Sudanese fostered year after
year, continually strengthening with each new generation.
A short-lived hope came unexpectedly for the southern
Sudanese in the form of a northern Muslim man, Mohammed
Ahmed, who campaigned to expel the Turko-Egypt!an forces
from Sudan. Ahmed's efforts were successful in 1882 and
1883, yet they gained the attention of the British
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government who, fearing a nationalist rebellion, thought it
best to evacuate Egyptian and British troops in northern
Sudan.

The only problem was how to execute this immense

undertaking. At this point. Colonel Gordon returned to
Sudan intending to safely remove the Egyptians and British
from Khartoum.

Although Gordon did evacuate the troops, he

himself refused to leave the city and met his fate at the
hands of Ahmed's forces in 1885.

Increasingly hopeful that

Ahmed would end the era of slave trade, the southern
Sudanese faced a great disappointment when in fact
conditions worsened (Bixler 42-43).

Sir Baker described the contrast he found upon later
returning to Sudan as such:

It is impossible to describe the change that has taken
place since I last visited this country. It was a
perfect garden, thickly populated and producing all
that man would desire.

The villages were numerous,

groves of plantens fringed the steep cliff on the
riverbank, and the natives were neatly dressed in the
bark cloth of the country. The scene has changed: All
is wilderness.

The population has fled.

village is to be seen.

Not a

This is the certain result of
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the settlement of Khartoum traders.

They kidnap the

women and children for slaves and plunder and destroy
wherever they set their foot.

(qtd. in Bixler 45)

Slave raids continued for the next several years; however,
this time, gaining the attention of Europe and the United
States. By 1896, Britain would attempt to reconquer Sudan.
Though their intentions were far less than honorable. as it
was perceived, by 1898 a British victory introduced a new
period of peace to Sudan with the arrival of a new colonial
era (Britain invaded Sudan under the premise of restitution
for their fallen hero Colonel Gordon; however, they were
more concerned with gaining control of the Nile River
before the French could beat them to it.)

(Bixler 45-46).

From roughly 1896 to 1947, Sudan was colonized by the
British and administered as two separate entities —the
north and the south.

During this time, northern Sudan grew

and developed as an Arab and Islamic center with much in
common with North Africa and the Middle East, whereas, the
South's development, under looser British control.
maintained its tribal lifestyle.

During British rule.

southern Sudan experienced the longest period of peace
throughout its history. Because of this, the Dinka
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developed trust for the British, and for the first time,
Christian missionaries from the West introduced
Christianity to a predominantly animist culture and opened
the door of modernization to the south by setting up
schools.

The establishment of schools was met with a

desire to be properly educated.

From this point on, for

many southern Sudanese —who were fueled by the realization
that education was their only means of ensuring one's
individual rights and that a lack of education
disadvantaged the Dinka not only socially but also
politically—education gained increasing importance (Bixler
46-48) .

The development and growth of schools in southern
Sudan wearied the northern Sudanese who saw the British and
Christian missionaries as a hindrance to Islam's spread
southward. They thusly blamed the British for the dual
administration of Sudan's northern and southern regions.
the cause of their divided country,

By 1947, as

colonialism was waning in popularity, Britain deemed it in
their best interest to remove their presence from Sudan,
making a crucial mistake that would affect Sudan for years
in the future (Bixler 49).

31

Britain left Sudan as an integrated whole - not as the
two separate regions under which the country had since be
administered as.

This decision severely disadvantaged the

south due to the north's comparatively extreme advancement
in terms of education, development and political power.
Upon the formation of a united government, 792 of the 800
positions once held by British authorities were handed over
to northern Sudanese. This event deepened the South's longstanding fears of northern domination; and, in 1955,
ultimately led to a mutiny among southern soldiers in
Equitoria, a southern providence, who broke into an armory
and slaughtered northern soldiers, merchants, and families,
forever altering the realization of an independent, unified
Sudan (Bixler 49-50).

After Sudan officially gained independence at the
start of 1965, a low-level guerrilla war continued.
Although the Dinka were initially hesitant to take up arms,
the strict policy of Arabization and Islamization enforced
by northerners eventually persuaded many Christian
southerners to join the conflict.

By the late 1950s,

government troops were burning southern villages, hoping to
eliminate any opposition found in the form of educated
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southerners. By the early 1960s, there existed a fullfledged civil war between southern rebel groups, known
primarily as the Sudan People's Liberation Army (SPLA) ,

and

government-backed Arab militias, otherwise known as the
Janjaweed.

Journalist Mark Bixler describes the war as
unquestionably [possessing] a religious dimension

but

divisions of race, ethnicity, language. and culture... and
an abundance of fertile ground in the south. also factor
into a complex war that defies simplistic descriptions
(Bixler 51).

Government forces destroyed three thousand huts and
killed at least one thousand residents of the southern town
of Juba in 1965, intending to eliminate the educated
populace.

At the time. the intent of the government was to

treat each educated southerner as a rebel.

According to

this mindset, the only way to eliminate the opposition
then, was to eliminate as many southerners as possible
(Bixler 52).

Momentary relief came for the people of southern Sudan
when Jaafar Muhammad Nimeiri overthrew the government and
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took control of Sudan in May of 1969.

He pursued

socialistic policies and autonomy for the south.

In 1972,

government and rebel groups signed the Addis Ababa
Agreement, granting the south autonomy.

Many Dinka

returned to their old way of living, experiencing

a time of

peace and feelings of national unity that hadn't been felt
in over a decade (Bixler 52).

However, Nimeiri would not be able to keep the peace
for long.

Faced with increasing pressure from conservative

Islamic political forces in northern Sudan, Nimeiri began
appointing prominent Islamic political figures to key
government positions and began transitioning Sudan into
more of an Islamic state.

These decisions sent a loud and

clear signal to the southern Sudanese that the newly
acquired sense of peace would soon be jeopardized (Bixler
53) .

In 1983, Nimeiri imposed Islamic law throughout Sudan
- a law that required that only Muslims fill the top
governmental positions.

This move, perceived by the

southerners as a violation of the Addis Ababa Agreement,
signed just eleven years earlier, sparked the renewal of
violence and bloodshed as southern rebels took up arms.
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resuming the fighting that would expel hundreds of
thousands of Sudanese not only from their homes, but also
from their country (Bixler 53-54).

As if Sudan's history up until this point had not been
brutal enough, the following years took the atrocities of
war to an entirely new level.

Mark Bixler offers a

description of the cruelty happening after the war resumed
in 1983:

Human-rights organizations uncovered ample evidence
that government forces repeatedly bombed civilian
targets and burned and looted dozens of villages.
often killing or capturing noncombatants, They cited
the Sudanese government for stealing cattle and grain
from civilians and arming tribal militias who held
longstanding grudges against rebels from ethnic groups
that included the Dinka... The government also shared
responsibility for the starvation deaths of hundreds
of thousands because it placed severe restrictions on
the movement of international relief organizations and
United Nations agencies. (Bixler 56)
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Yet rebel groups were not without fault themselves. The
SPLA, the largest rebel army, forcibly recruited soldiers
and stole food and cattle in order to support their troops.
The war between the SPLA and the government-backed
Janjaweed was defined by traditional military battles;
however. it was just as common for the violence to spread
into the everyday life of civilians.

As the Janjaweed

consecutively destroyed village after village, the mass
exodus of Sudanese from their southern homeland began.

It was the custom of young Dinka and Nuer boys, around
the ages of six to nine, to tend cattle outside of their
villages.

Many, upon their arrival into Ethiopia, recalled

hearing the explosions of gunfire and watching friends and
family escape from villages going up in smoke,

Lured by

the promise of education and safety - and also by the SPLA
hoping for potential recruits - scores of boys found
temporary refuge in Ethiopia. By 1988, around seventeen
thousand unaccompanied minors - minors without parents had registered with the United Nations High Commissioner
for Refugees in Ethiopian refugee camps (Bixler 60-61).

Human Rights Watch/Africa recorded that many of the
boys interviewed by relief workers explained that education
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was their reason for going to Ethiopia. Having heard about
the opportunities that life in Ethiopia offered primarily
from SPLA commanders, many traveled that way, motivated by
their suspicion of the more-educated northerners.

In 1989,

a survey of unaccompanied minors in Ethiopia reported that
ninety percent of unaccompanied minors were illiterate or
had the equivalent of a first grade education. Eventually
Human Rights Watch/Africa concluded.

the SPLA recruited

the boys for both educational and military purposes but
attempted to conceal the military purpose

(Bixler 62).

In 1991, Ethiopia found itself in the midst of its own
civil war. With the threat of Ethiopian rebels seeking to
take over their country imminent, nearly 25,000 southern
Sudanese refugees hastily exited their temporary Ethiopian
safe havens and returned to Sudan.

At this point in their

journey comes one of the most tragically memorable scenes
that will remain with many of the Lost Boys for the rest of
their lives.

Accounts of crossing the Gilo River, such as

Valentino's in What Is The What, that divides Ethiopia and
Sudan provide some of the most horrific memories and images
offered throughout the entire conflict.
one Lost Boy's story:
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Bixler recounts

Wading into the river, arms flailing, trying to swim.
aware even in the chaos of crossing that the current
was sucking under one of his friends... [Remembering]
two other friends who were 'cut into pieces' by a
crocodile that pulled their bodies below water that
was 'full of blood.' (Bixler 65)

For those who did make it across the River Gilo, it
would be a long while until any degree of safety could be
attained and conditions would improve. Temporary refugee
camps were set up by the Red Cross in southern Sudan to
house nearly 14,000 boys who had lost nearly everything,
including hope.

At the same time. just three months after

the escape from Ethiopia, three SPLA commanders detached
themselves from the rebel movement and sought to overthrow
its leader, John Garang, This split induced a divide along
tribal lines: the Dinkas aligned themselves under John
Garang while Riek Machar led the Nuer rebels under his
breakaway movement. There now existed a conflict within a
conflict as opposing rebel groups battled and killed each
other, civilians included.

The Sudanese government armed

Machar's forces; and, in doing so, the conflict eventually
reached one of the recently established camps, forcing
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refugee camps in Kenya for the first time in 1998.

In

comparison to visits to other refugee camps in neighboring
countries, O'Keefe was surprised to find that no one asked
how they could get to the United States; rather, they only
asked how they could receive more education and what the
chances were for peace in Sudan.

Considering the risks

involved in potentially returning to Sudan, the
unlikelihood that the government of Kenya would allow
Sudanese to work in their country, and the possibilities of
continued violence erupting between Dinka and Nuer tribes
within the same camps, O'Keefe saw the unaccompanied minors
in Kakuma as the perfect candidates for resettlement in the
U.S (Bixler 81-89) .

Furthermore, the State Department had just begun
designating groups of African refugees for resettlement.
increasing the likelihood that an allowance would be made
for the Sudanese refugees.

Happening simultaneously, the

Congressional Black Caucus's cry to resettle a more
proportionate number of African refugees to the U.S had
just begun to be answered. Another factor that shed
favorable light on the possible resettlement was the fact
that many Dinka and Nuer boys, because of their
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displacement, were not adequately equipped to integrate
back into the societies from which they had been forced to
run (Bixler 83-86).

All possibilities considered, in 1999, the State
Department publicized plans to resettle roughly 3,300 Lost
Boys from Kakuma, as well as, potentially relocating
several hundred more boys under the age of eighteen if
found to be in their best interests.

Interviews intending

to ensure that those being resettled did not have the
possibility of being reunited with their parents or other
close family members were conducted.

To prepare the Lost

Boys for the modern world for which many, if not all, were
largely unprepared and with which they were unfamiliar, aid
workers in Kakuma conducted cultural-orientation classes.
Each Refugee received a copy of Welcome to the United
States: A Guidebook for Refugees, a pamphlet explaining
everything from retirement plans to public transportation.
Intending to provide some sense of awareness about life in
the United States, so much of it was inapplicable and
entirely extraneous to the world in which the Lost Boys
were living (Bixler 88-92).
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One of the teachers of the cultural orientation
classes in Kakuma spoke highly of the educational goals of
the refugees:

They feel that education will speak on

behalf of them where their parents can't.
saying.

It's actually a very important saying that they

have: 'Education is my mother and father'
97) ,

So they have a

(qtd. in Bixler

As many Lost Boys began leaving Africa for the U.S.,

elders in the Kakuma who were apprehensive about their
departure, urged the boys not to forget their country and
the people whom were being left behind:

So when you are in the United States, you have to
remember your land, your land is still in need of you.
And when there is any support that is needed, you have
to support us... You should not forget that also you

are

from Sudan, and whatever activity is going on in Sudan
is also paining you. {qtd. in Bixler 93)

Many Sudanese entered the United States possessing
high expectations of the life they believed they would
find. as well as a sense of responsibility for the ones
they'd left behind.

Experiences all over the country

varied to some degree —but when the Lost Boys arrived in
Jackson, Mississippi, under the care of Catholic Charities,
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little did they know that they would be placed in

a school

and school district not entirely accommodating to their
very specific needs.

At the time, Bailey Magnet High

School was the only school with an English as a Second
Language program, so all of the Sudanese who were still
young enough to attend high school were enrolled at Bailey.

In the guidebook that refugees received in the
displacement camps prior to their resettlement, education
in the U.S. was described as

accessible to everyone.

regardless of a person's age, race, religion or social
class.

Public education is free and required by law for

all children ages six to sixteen, and may also be available
for children older or younger, depending on local school
district regulations

(qtd. in Bixler 4-5).

What the

guidebook didn't cover was the quality, or lack thereof, of
education that these young men and women would have
available to them.

Several of the Sudanese who arrived in Jackson could
not read and were simply placed in the grade that best
corresponded to whatever their estimated age happened to
be .

Besides being thrown into an educational system that

was completely different from the atmosphere of the one
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Kakuma, many Sudanese lived in unsafe areas of Jackson with
little support from the community and even Catholic
Charities itself.

Many of the Sudanese were given

educational experiences equivalent to those of poor African
American in Mississippi that I learned about during my
internship with the Mississippi Teacher Corps.

Over the years, Catholic Charities and many involved
community members have seen the problems that the initial
environment the Sudanese were placed into created.

Since

then, tutoring programs have been implemented, students
have transferred to more accommodating schools, and other
community members and organizations have contributed
financially to ensure that students graduate from high
school and are able to continue their educations into
college.

The Lost Boys' relationships with one another and

the organizations that support them, their strong faith.
and the immense network of Sudanese throughout the country
all contribute to the success of these individuals
educationally and professionally.

The same persistence and

determination that kept them alive in Sudan drives them
here to accomplish their goal of education—no matter how
difficult or how demanding.

The drive of each of these
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young men to excel and the gratefulness in their hearts for
the opportunities afforded to them in America is to be
admired.

Of the sixty Sudanese who were relocated to Jackson,
Mississippi, the following accounts for thirty-nine:

4 have graduated from the Education Center School
affiliated with St. Andrew's Episcopal Cathedral
in Jackson

3 have received or are currently working on
completing their General Education Development
test (GED)

4 are currently enrolled in Jackson Public High
Schools or Central Mississippi High Schools

1 is pursuing his PhD in Computer Science at the
University of Southern Mississippi

4 have graduated from 4-year colleges and
universities in Mississippi

8 are currently enrolled in 4-year colleges

15 have completed or are currently continuing 2year degrees at community colleges
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Chapter III: Inspiration Through Education

As you begin to pay attention to your own stories and
what they say about you, you will enter into the exciting
process of becoming, as you should be, the author of your
own life. the creator of your own possibilities.

-Mandy Aftel

After looking at the past two years of my life, I have
discovered that a unique series of events seem to serve as
catalysts for each other.

I would have been the last to

guess at the time that any of these successive events were
even slightly related and more so, that they would
ultimately work together to give me any sense of direction
for my future.

January 2008:

I received an email from the Honors

College advertising an internship position with the
Mississippi Teacher Corps (MTC)

during the upcoming summer.

The Mississippi Teacher Corps is a

competitive,

alternate-route teaching program serving critical-shortage
public school districts throughout Mississippi and
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culminating in a master's degree in education from the
University of Mississippi

(Mississippi).

Although not

instantly exhilarated at the possibility of spending
another summer in Oxford—I had been in Oxford the previous
summer taking classes and was looking forward to something
more adventurous— imagining how pleased my mother would be
by my responsible decision to spend time

investigating a possible career path was a compelling
enough factor for me to instantly apply.

Little did I know that I was in for one of the
greatest periods of self-discovery I had thus experienced.
Along with six other interns, I alternated amongst the
School of Education, the William Winter Institute for
Racial Reconciliation, and Holly Springs High School summer
school program that was run and operated by Mississippi
Teacher Corps participants.

Some weeks I called principals

at the various schools in which MTC teachers were employed.
asking questions about their performance compared to non¬
MTC teachers; while at the William Winter Institute, I was
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responsible for assisting with an educational resource
development project that created activities and resources
to be used by high school teachers to integrate human
rights and civil rights into various curricula; for an
entire month I attended the Holly Springs summer school
program which required being on campus at 6:30 a.m. in
order to ride the big yellow school bus to Holly Springs.
Most days I went home more exhausted than desired, yet the
hands-on experience and observation across multiple fields
taught me more than I could convey in these pages.

That summer, the interns had an all-star line up of
speakers scheduled to speak only to us: Dr. John Winkle, a
political science professor, spoke to us about Supreme
Court decision Brown v. Board of Education; Sandra Knispel,
a Mississippi Public Broadcasting correspondent talked
about censorship in the media; Marion and Claiborne
Barksdale, explained their roles as an Oxford Public School
District school board member and the founder of the
Barksdale Reading Institute, respectively; Tucker
Carrington, director of the Mississippi Innocence Project,
discussed the connection between low levels of education
and crime rates in Mississippi; and Reggie Barnes, former
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superintendent of the West Tallahatchie School District,
delivered perhaps the most motivational presentation of
all, offering advice, caution, and encouragement to those
about to embark on teaching adventures in the most
desperate districts in the state. What follows are a few
excerpts from the blog I was required to maintain as a
tenant of the internship. At the time, I detested
“blogging" ; however, looking back on my entries,

I have

gained valuable insight to the origins of some of my
interests and desires that developed that summer.

Tucker Carrington, the director of the Mississippi
Innocence Project, which is affiliated with the University
of Mississippi School of Law, spoke with us one afternoon
about the work he does in the state reexamining cases in an
attempt to exonerate unrightfully incarcerated persons,
After our discussion. these thoughts were on my mind:

It all comes back to poverty,

I wish more than

anything that this was not the case—that the poorest
areas in the state did not have the highest crime
rates and were not lowest on the educational scale.
The solution seems simple on paper: give these areas
the BEST educational experience and the crime will
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take care of itself.

IF ONLY it ware that easy... I am

interested in law school so I found Tucker's talk very
interesting.

I am always interested in learning about

different areas of professions of which I was
previously unaware.

I think in anything that anyone

chooses to do, there is always the opportunity to make
the world a better place —even if only by making one
person's life a little easier.

I'm thankful that my

eyes are being opened to these opportunities.

Claiborne Barksdale spoke to the interns about his
work with the Barksdale Reading Institute (BRI), whose main
mission is to

to improve literacy skills in Mississippi's

public schools so that children will leave the third grade
reading fluently and with comprehension at the 3rd-grade
level

(BRI) .

Mr. Barksdale spoke at length with us about

the injustices done to many children enrolled in public
education in Mississippi who, due to many factors, leave
the third grade far below the appropriate reading level.
One of the Barksdale Reading Institute's approaches to this
problem is to present different teaching methods to
kindergarten through third grade teachers in hopes of
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eliminating the high levels of illiteracy coming out of our
state.

I reflected on my blog:

It'd be nice if Mr. Barksdale's statistics were a wild
exaggeration, or maybe even a joke, or maybe if they
were only true for one isolated school that was
somehow overlooked for years.

Twenty percent of

kindergarten students in the state of Mississippi have
the vocabulary of a two-year-old; Eighty percent of
students in public education come from single-mom
families; Sixty two percent of children in Mississippi
are below two hundred percent of the federal poverty
line.

These numbers are real, and facing the reality

of Mississippi's literacy condition is like waking up
to a bad dream — over and over again.

I wonder if

there are ever times where he is so completely
overwhelmed that he just wants to give up.

Hearing

Dr. Mullins (founder of the Mississippi Teacher Corps)
say that he is so passionate that sometimes he is
moved to tears, I do believe that he must have those
desperate moments where you kind of wonder if you're
even doing any good at all.
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But HE IS.

And where

would Mississippi be without people who possess that
kind of passion?

I'm scared to know the answer.

Already I was being exposed not only to individuals
but also to ideas and infoirmation that were beginning to
affect thoughts about my own future.

Nearly every day I

was introduced to a disturbing reality about the condition
of public education in areas of Mississippi: poverty shares
a direct link to crime, children who leave the third grade
reading below the third grade level are dramatically less
likely to graduate high school and sadly, the list goes on
and on.

Ben Guest, Program Manager for MTC maintained a

video log of my thoughts throughout the summer; toward the
end of the internship, my knowledge was greater; however.
my mind was a bit cloudier in regard to how I would
translate my newly acquired knowledge into action:

My eyes have been opened to so many things I was
previously unaware of, and it's one of those really
great opportunities where you're learning so much; but
at the same time. it's really terrifying, because the
more you know the harder things become. And what at
one point seemed like a pretty smooth route into my
after college experience is now—who even knows.
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because learning all of these things you can't just
walk away and not try to do something about it.

On the educational front, that summer was a crash
course on the political, cultural, and socio-economic
elements of public education in the state of Mississippi.
Going into the summer. I had some expectation that my
knowledge, or at the time, lack thereof, would be increased
in these areas. However, what I was not aware of was the
opportunity I would have to apply the summer's resources to
any area of study I so desired. so long as it applied to
education in Mississippi.

Having just finished Dave Eggers's What Is The What in
the days before the internship began, Sudanese refugees
were a topic fresh on my mind.

From that reading, I knew a

lot about the experience many shared during their conflictridden childhoods in Sudan; however, I did not know much
about their lives in the United States after resettlement.

Thankfully and somewhat ironically, this internship
would afford me the perfect opportunity to pursue my desire
for knowledge about the Lost Boys and the conflict between
Northern and Southern Sudan further, however. in a rather
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unexpected direction.

Each Mississippi Teacher Corps

intern was required to complete a project of his or her
choosing, the only stipulation being its relevancy to
public education in Mississippi. At the end of the summer,
our findings would be presented to MTC participants and
faculty.

During one of the first weeks in June, we sat together
in our intern meeting, brainstorming ideas for our own
projects.

Tish was going to study the effects of pre-

kindergarten programs; Amanda wanted to volunteer with the
Innocence Project in order to learn more about the recent
exoneration of Levon Brooks and Kennedy Brewer in Noxubee
County, Mississippi; Ashton wanted to interview citizens of
Marks, Mississippi, asking them to define

success.

When

my turn to share arrived. I only had a topic: The Lost
Boys.

Translating the topic of the Lost Boys into an

actual project was proving to be challenging. I knew
exactly what I was interested in; however, determining how
this subject would fit into the confines of the guidelines
for our summer project—public education in Mississippi —
was not as obvious. I was lacking the element that would
link this topic to the Sudanese refugees.
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Thanks to Kenneth Townsend, the answer came relatively
quickly and easily. At the time, Kenneth was serving as the
Barksdale Fellow for the Honors College and was a graduate
of Millsaps College in Jackson, Mississippi.

During his

undergraduate career, he was involved in implementing the
Campus Ministries tutoring program for Sudanese refugees
who had recently relocated to the Jackson area as

a part of

the plan announced in 1999 by the United States government
to relocate about 3,300 Lost Boys from a refugee camp in
Kakuma, Kenya, to various locations within the United
States.

During the spring semester of 2009, Kenneth became

involved with the student organization Hope for Africa
(HFA), of which I was a member.

Through his involvement

sponsoring HFA and his position with the Honors College,
Kenneth quickly became a familiar and helpful face.
Because of his experience in Jackson, I knew that Kenneth
was just the person I needed to talk to.

I walked into his office in the Honors College late on
a Friday afternoon a few weeks into the summer. At this
point, it seemed as though all the other interns' projects
were well underway.

Still unsure of how my project was

going to evolve. I was hopeful that Kenneth could point me
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in the right direction—and that is exactly what he did.
The words

Lost Boys" and "Mississippi Public Education

were hardly out of my mouth before Kenneth was tossing
ideas all around the room.

We agreed that it would be best

not to venture into the actual experiences and memories of
the Lost Boys during their most difficult years in Sudan
and Kenya.

Millsaps' Faith and Work Initiative had

recently published a collection of refugee memoirs entitled
A Long Journey

and many of the answers to the questions

that seemed too difficult to be asked could be found in the
memories refugees recounted about their tragic pasts.
Rather, my approach would be more effective if limited to
educational experiences while in Mississippi. This,
clearly, was the intended focus of the internship project;
and the topic's specificity left me feeling confident and
assured that I could successfully take on this assignment.

From the reading I'd done, I was well aware of the
importance of education to the Sudanese people.

Instilled

with this importance from a very early age, many Lost Boys
traveled from one refugee camp to the next hoping foremost
to find safety with the desire for an education not far
behind.

From Kenneth, I learned that the Sudanese who were
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relocated to Jackson, and young enough to attend high
school, were placed in Bailey Magnet High School, the only
school in the area with an English as a second language
(ESL) program.

It seemed as though I would be able to

combine my working knowledge of public education in
Mississippi with what I was learning about the Lost Boys of
Sudan for my internship project.

Kenneth directed me to several individuals who played
integral roles in transitioning the forty or so Sudanese
into their new lives in Jackson.

Cathy Gray worked at

Bailey Magnet High School assisting with the ESL program
and provided valuable information regarding the school
situation of many refugees.

Also, Cathy's husband, Duncan

II, is the Bishop of the Diocese of Mississippi.

St.

Andrew's Episcopal Cathedral in Jackson is the bishop's
seat, where many of the Sudanese became congregants. As a
result of their attendance and involvement, the church has
implemented many programs to assist the Lost Boys in
Jackson.

Julie Hines became involved with the Lost Boys

after encountering them at St. Andrews.

Almost immediately

she dedicated much time and effort into assimilating the
Sudanese into life in Mississippi.
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She is the founder and

chairperson of the organization Sudan Reconstruction that
seeks to build stable economic bridges between the US and
Southern Sudan (About).

Julie connected me with James

Lueth, one of the Lost Boys living in Jackson, who helped
tremendously with the implementation of my project.

I remember my first conversations with each of these
women vividly.

Each lasted at least an hour and left me

feeling as though I had barely skimmed the surface of the
matter.

Their stories evidenced not only their extensive

knowledge, but also first-hand experience with the
Sudanese. Cathy spoke like a mother, talking about the
struggles many faced in the Jackson Public School system.
Because of the lack of information that was available about
their dates of birth, levels of education, and medical
histories, it seemed like many of the Sudanese were
encountering one problem after another.

Several young boys

who arrived in the United States with high hopes of
securing the education they had been promised found that
they no longer qualified for public education because of
their assumed ages. Obviously, upon resettlement, none of
the Sudanese possessed birth certificates or any type of
documentation that verified their ages.
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Therefore,

whatever age they were

assigned

by the United Nations

High Commissioner for Refugees and whatever credits they'd
accumulated in the Kakuma refugee camp determined whether
or not they were eligible for public education in
Mississippi.

For some, the dream of attending high school

was instantly gone.

Cathy began working with the ESL program at Bailey
Magnet High School upon the arrival of Sudanese boys and
girls. It wasn't long after that her family assumed legal
responsibility for one of the female Sudanese, Tabitha, who
struggled to succeed with several learning disabilities in
an environment that did not cater to her specific learning
needs. The Gray family enrolled Tabitha in a remedial
school associated with St. Andrews Episcopal School that
provided the one-on-one attention she needed to give her a
greater chance of graduating from high school.

Julie Hines is another individual who became involved
with the Lost Boys and Girls in Jackson, Mississippi, on a
personal level, advocating on many of their behalves for
the education each deserved that many were being denied.
Talking with Julie, I felt as though I was already being
invited into the effort she was making for not only the
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Lost Boys but also the eventual restoration of Southern
Sudan. Julie was in the congregation one Sunday at St.
Andrews Episcopal Church and claimed that when a small
group of Sudanese walked into the church she didn't know
who they were, but she did know that her life had just
changed. She recounts in a National Public Radio interview
with Michel Martin:

It was when I met them that day in the Church, when I
saw them coming in, I knew my life had changed. I was
going through some tough times, a tough divorce, and
had lost custody of my children. And these boys and
girls for the next few years after that happened
became like my children. (Martin)

Talking to Julie, I instantly got the impression that she
is the kind of woman who makes things happen.

I knew I had connections that I had accrued being in a
political life, and these boys and girls were so
driven—they wanted to be able to have their
education, they wanted to be able to practice their
religion the way they wanted to—and so I determined
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to use all of my resources to help them over here.
(Martin)

I told her that I wanted to meet some of the Lost Boys and
before our conversation was over, Julie made a three-way
call with James Lueth, one of the Sudanese she knew very
well.

James would be my connection to the larger group of

the Lost Boys in Jackson whom I would eventually meet.

One Saturday in July of 2009, I traveled to Jackson to
attend the night service at St. Andrew's Episcopal
Cathedral that is conducted entirely in Dinka, the native
language of Southern Sudan.

A group of about fifteen

Sudanese gathered and participated in a service much like a
traditional Episcopal service, yet in a familiar language
surrounded by familiar faces.

I stood near the door with

James and was met with an enthusiastic introduction by each
of the Sudanese men and women as they entered the room. I
was touched by the simplicity of the service and the
sincerity that filled the small room we were in.

That

evening, James shared the message in Dinka, and then turned
to me and repeated everything he had just said in English.
The music was simple—a few bongo drums and a tambourine —
yet the sound of unified voices singing in a language
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completely foreign to myself was a very moving experience.
Although, physically, I looked and seemed very out of
place, I never once felt more welcomed by an entire room of
strangers. I had spoken to James only once or twice on the
phone previously, yet his genuineness and sincerity made it
seem as though I had known him much longer.

I found this

to be true of all of the men and women whom I met that
evening.

Although a stranger, I was welcomed

instantaneously and my curiosity was met with an eagerness
to share a part of their lives with me.

After the service we shared a meal that the church
provided, and I had the opportunity to speak with some of
the Sudanese about the experiences they^d had in public
education in Mississippi. I wanted to know where they
attended school when they arrived to the United States, if
they were enrolled in college and where, and what their
goals were for the next five years of their lives.

I found

that many attended public school in Jackson upon their
arrival; most were enrolled in community college and a few
in four-year colleges in Mississippi; and almost all had
goals of completing their education in order to support
their friends and families who were still living in Kenya
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or Sudan, as well as contributing to the eventual
rebuilding of their war-torn region.

Amazed by their

perseverance, positivism, drive, and ambition, I left
Jackson that evening in awe, inspired, and motivated to
tell the story of the Lost Boys to anyone who would listen.

In the same interview with National Public Radio,
Peter Manual, one of the Sudanese I was privileged to meet
in Jackson, spoke about his long-term educational and
career:

Well, my dream is that I want to go to Pharmacy
School, because in that way I think I would feel like
I would help people back home. Because when I was
there I saw people dying of certain diseases that
should not actually kill people. I have a bad memory
about people dying in front of me, and I was not able
help. But if I go to Pharmacy school and be able to
give medication to the sick over there, so I feel like
I would be able to help. (Martin)

Many of the other Sudanese I met that evening had
similar aspirations involving an eventual return to Sudan
in order to contribute to the development of their
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homeland.

Almost each person I met spoke of the

opportunities

great

they had found in the United States with

deep gratitude and appreciation in their voices.

James

Lueth explained, without any hint of frustration in his
voice, the difficulty he has faced in his attempt to get
into nursing school.

After failing to be accepted to the

University of Mississippi—Oxford and Jackson campuses—as
well as Mississippi College's nursing program, James
decided to transfer to Mississippi College for another
semester of coursework, with hopes that would increase the
likelihood of his acceptance into the nursing program the
following year.

I found the determination and resolve that

each of these young men possessed to be nothing short of
astonishing.

John Ayom is majoring in electrical

engineering at Mississippi State University and plans to
eventually return to Sudan to

help people back home

in

their efforts to reconstruct southern Sudan. Gabriel
Panchol wants to continue his education by earning a
Master's Degree citing the same reason as John — in order to
help people back home.

My drive from Jackson back to Oxford that evening was
one of quiet contentment and contemplation.
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Up until that

point, I possessed an abundance of head knowledge about the
stories many of the Lost Boys lived.

In one evening, those

stories became faces and lives with heartbeats and memories
and drive and ambition, yet also sorrow and pain and
struggle.

This was no longer about characters in a book,

but it was now about people—and some of the most wonderful
people I'd ever met at that.

Reconciling these two notions

was something that would take time, but the realization of
it hit me that evening on the drive home.

Once back in Oxford, that quiet contemplation quickly
manifested itself as hard work as I began the process of
compiling the interviews I'd gathered into presentable
material for a viewing audience.

Borrowing a segment from

an informational documentary about the Lost Boys to briefly
explain their histories. I focused my short video on the
people I'd met and the message they wanted to relate. Since
Ben Guest has posted my ten minute video, it has been
viewed nearly 4,800 on the video sharing website You Tube.

It is difficult to pinpoint the exact source of my
motivation for this exploration that began by simply
reading a book.

I am not sure if I can label a time or

event as the exact catalyst; maybe it is simply a
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compassionate sense of responsibility.

Whatever it may be.

this learning and experience process seems as though it has
been more of a journey that became increasingly
interesting, intricate, and involved as I traveled down its
path.

As the stories continued to unfold and words on a

page transformed into people who were only a telephone call
away, I found that there was no turning back.

I shared the history of the Lost Boys along with what
I had learned about many of their "educational" lives in
Mississippi with the Mississippi Teacher Corps participants
and a few of the Ole Miss faculty.

Since that time, I have

done similar presentations over the past two years for Dr.
Winkle's Honors 101 class in correlation with their study
of Darfur. My presentation about the history of Sudan and
the journey of the Lost Boys draws a parallel to the
atrocities Dr. Winkle's students learn about in Samantha
Power's article

Dying in Darfur.

Prior to my

presentation. Dr. Winkle's students considered crimes
against humanity, genocide, and the role America is to play
in international conflicts.

Upon each encounter, the

Honors 101 students showed an excited interest and
curiosity in the story of the Lost Boys and eagerly applied
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their newly acquired knowledge to the subject.

I never

imagined that a summer project would have such a farreaching effect. I made a video to tell a story, someone
else's story, and I could not be more pleased that it has
become one that continues to be told.

The self-motivation, which was fueled by my experience
meeting and learning about the Lost Boys, was met with
outside encouragement that made me all the more determined
to continue learning about the past and present lives of
the Lost Boys of Sudan and Mississippi. Being asked to
speak in Dr. Winkle's class and then encouraged by Dr.
Young, the national scholarship advisor for the honors
college, to apply for a Barksdale Award to travel to Sudan,
I gained confidence not only in myself but also in what I
wanted to pursue.

The fall semester of 2009 began with hopes of
integrating my summer project into a thesis, with Dave
Eggers's novel as my initial source of inspiration. The
next logical step in my mind seemed to be finding
go to Sudan.

a way to

I had considered applying for the Fulbright

Award in order to research the rebuilding of the
educational structure in southern Sudan, and eventually
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decided to apply for the Barksdale Award in hopes of making
that desire becoming a reality. Unfortunately, due to
various State Department warnings about travel to Sudan, I
did not win the award and have not made plans to visit
Sudan since—although that is a future goal.

However, the

process of articulating my desires and goals was
invaluable.

The entire process of reading, learning, meeting.
talking, planning, and applying that began the day that I
read the first page of What is the What has been invaluable
as far as shaping not only my thesis but also my approach
and attitude toward what it means to be involved in
something enough to make a difference. Even though I did
not receive a Barksdale Award, the process that led up to
the application taught me that experience is close as my
fingertips.

Thanks to my summer internship with the

Mississippi Teacher Corps, the opportunity to go one step
further than simply reading a book was encouraged and
applauded.

The experience of that summer and the following

school year took away some of the fear inherent in trying
new things and pursuing interests.

Without the experience

of that summer. I may have never had the courage to apply
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for a study abroad scholarship to Queen" s University in
Belfast, Northern Ireland.

Thankfully, I did, and it seems

that another chapter of discovery was soon to unfold.
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Chapter IV: Trauma After The Troubles

A

terrible beauty is born.

William Butler Yeats

January 2009: I packed my bags, excited about the
journey on which I was about to embark, simultaneously
wondering why in the world I had chosen to go by myself.
The feeling remained as I became acquainted with my soonto-be friends in the Newark, New Jersey, airport who were
participating in the same program.

Unfortunately, that

doubt lingered throughout the flight. I found myself
sitting next to an Israeli woman who thought it was
appropriate to expound at great lengths on her inability to
become acclimated to the climate of Northern Ireland; this
was not helping.

Needless to say, I was a bit frightened

and wondered what in the world I was doing.

On my first day in Belfast, however, walking through
the downtown streets of an entirely unfamiliar place, I
knew I was where I was supposed to be. It was a distinct
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feeling that I can still recall, yet there was no event
that provoked it. Our group was simply taking care of some
first-day errands, becoming familiar with the city.

While

some were experiencing feelings of uncertainty about what
they were doing, I was enjoying my own contentment.
relishing in the knowledge that this was right.

When people ask me to describe Northern Ireland—
Belfast in particular—one of my first responses is always.
It is a bizarre place.

That is perhaps the least

descriptive response possible; however, after living there
for four months, it is a description that makes perfect
sense to me.

Northern Ireland possesses a distinct

political and social climate that to an outsider, unaware
of the country's history, is largely undetectable.

The

people are friendly, always greeting strangers with a smile
and polite curiosity.

However, if one stays for long

enough. and travels any distance outside of Belfast's city
center, it won't take long to realize that there is
something very strange under the surface.

A few weeks into

my time in Belfast, when I was finally beginning to
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comprehend the elements of the Northern Irish conflict that
my Irish Study course was examining, I began to notice the
subtle indicators of the ways the repercussions of the
conflict had become manifested within the community.

In

fact, the religious and political tensions I was
discovering in Northern Ireland, reminded me a lot of the
racial tensions felt in the American South.

My mother and my sister came to visit me during the
last few weeks of my semester in Belfast.

At that point, I

had seen almost every political mural the city had to
offer. thanks to my Irish Studies course that provided us
with a complete history of Northern Ireland in just a few
short months.

So, turning the corner outside of the bus

station and being met head on by a mural of a masked man
holding a machine gun under the words
entering Loyalist territory.

You are now

I was far less surprised

than they.

With images like the aforementioned decorating
countless building surfaces and interfaces around the city.
it is hard to believe that Belfast is actually a peaceful
place.

With the exception of a few isolated incidents of

sectarian violence that occurred within the past year
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the

first acts of Troubles-related violence committed within
the past ten years —Belfast is a place that has remarkably
recovered from thirty years of conflict.

During my time in

Belfast, I was given the unique opportunity to work
firsthand with an organization, whose administration
included former combatants, dedicated to ensuring that
violence is no longer a tool for conflict resolution within
working class neighborhoods.

Yet, however bright the

future may look for the Northern Irish, there is no
forgetting a past that is still present in the memories of
many.

Northern Ireland has a very potent and painful
history.

The era of The Troubles left a mark on the people

and the land that has yet to be erased and perhaps will not
be for several generations.

From the mid-1960s to 1998,

conflict and violence were active forces in the community,
never differentiating between or limiting its effects to
one age demographic. As a result of the conflict that is
centered around the constitutional dispute over whether
[Northern Ireland] should remain part of the United Kingdom
or be incorporated into the republic of Ireland,
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3,600

people lost their lives and nearly 40,000 were injured (Bew
403) .

Experts may argue as to exactly how far back the
origins of The Troubles can be traced; however, it is
undeniable that the conflict existing in Northern Ireland
between Protestant and Catholics—Unionists (those desiring
union with Britain) and Nationalists (those loyal to the
Irish state), respectively — is long-standing. In fact, as
far back as 1609, Catholics living in the now Northern
Irish providence of Ulster found themselves displaced from
their own land by English, Scottish and Welsh planters who
were eager to assert their newly acquired authority of the
region. In the seventeenth century, the percentage of
Protestants owning land in Ireland rose from five to over
eighty per cent, largely at the expense of native
Catholics. This event laid the groundwork upon which a long
history of disagreement between two groups —whose conflict
is defined as
territorial

religious and cultural as well as
— was to play out (Darby) .

In fact. finding the appropriate terminology with
which to discuss this very complex confrontation nearly
becomes a conflict in itself.

McGarry and O'Leary, both
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Irish political scientists, politicized the dissention,
referring to a conflict between Unionists and Nationalists,
rather than Protestants and Catholics. With this argument.
however, must come the disclaimer that deeply rooted in the
history of Ireland, the label Catholic has become
synonymous with Nationalist and likewise, Protestant with
Unionist. Therefore, it is difficult to distinguish whether
the discrimination and, thus, alienation that Catholics
experienced was separate from or indirectly linked to their
Catholicism; and likewise, whether the retaliation
Protestants experienced was due to their religious
affiliation, or because some Protestants, but surely not
all. desired union with the British crown. In their book
Explaining Northern Ireland, McGarry and O'Leary assert
that

Catholics were discriminated against because they

were perceived as disloyal nationalist/republicans, not
because they said the rosary or believed in the doctrine of
transubstantiation

(205). Not all Catholics ascribed to

Nationalist or Republican ideals, yet this did not give
them immunity from discrimination at the hands of Unionists
and Loyalists, i.e. Protestants, and vice versa. As I said.
not only the conflict, but also finding the appropriate

75

iL

I

language with which to discuss it, becomes a very complex
matter.

In 1920, four years after a failed Nationalist
uprising, the British Parliament granted Northern Ireland
Home Rule.

During this time. Catholics experienced a great

amount of alienation from the Northern Irish state due to
the discrimination they faced in the areas of electoral
practices, public employment, policing, private employment.
and public housing.

This was due largely in part to the

fault of many who directly associated religious belief with
political orientation and sought to ensure that Loyalists
dominated the political scene, especially in Northern
Ireland (Whyte).

The actual period of time denoted as

The Troubles

began in 1969, just months after the Royal Ulster
Constabulary's (RUC; primarily Protestant police force)
violent attack on a peaceful Catholic civil rights protest
demonstration in Derry, Northern Ireland.

Marchers, who

modeled their demonstration after civil rights protests in
the United States, protested against discrimination in
housing and employment. The march was banned days before it
was to occur, yet the protesters continued. When marchers
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met the RUC head on. a violent riot ensued for two days,
injuring nearly one hundred people. Thanks to widespread
media coverage of the event, a spotlight now shined
brightly on a corrupt political system.

The injustices

that had been quietly perpetuated for several decades were
soon to explode violently in the face of the Northern Irish
(Bew 3, McGarry 32).

A similar confrontation occurred January 1, 1969, when
roughly forty members of the People's Democracy, a
Nationalist political party, began a four-day march from
the center of Belfast to Derry.

On the outskirts of Derry,

nearly two hundred Loyalists (members of the armed, more
violent wing of the Unionist party), including off duty
members of the RUC, attacked the group of Nationalists, now
numbering several hundred. Bernadette Devlin, socialist and
political rights activist, is quoted describing the
incident:

From the lanes [at each side of the road] burst hordes
of screaming people wielding planks of wood, bottles.
laths, iron bars, crowbars, cudgels studded with
nails, and the waded into the march beating hell out
of everybody...The attackers were beating marchers into
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the ditches, and across the ditches into the river... A
few policemen were at least trying to stop us from
being killed, but the others were quite delighted that
we were getting what, in their terms, we deserved (qtd
in Bew 11).

By August of that same year, both Nationalist and
Loyalist groups were equally guilty of perpetuating
violence against each other.

The British government agreed

to Northern Ireland's request to send British troops to
Northern Ireland in an effort to placate the violence.
However, the decision to send troops while allowing
Northern Ireland to maintain Home Rule was a dire mistake.
Doing so gave opposing Nationalist paramilitary groups.
namely the Provisional Irish Republican Army, an even
greater enemy to fight against.

In their eyes, the

presence of British troops simply reinforced the
establishment of a Northern Irish state, which they
inherently opposed (Bew 19-20).

In August of 1971, Brian Faulkner, then Prime Minister
of Northern Ireland, made the fateful decision to introduce
internment without trial. Intending to eliminate acts of
violence through fear of indiscriminate repercussions.
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internment had the opposite effect, bringing an increase in
violence.

British troops became the target of increased

hostility namely from the dissident Republican groups (the
armed, more violent wing of the Nationalist party), many of
whom were fighting for direct rule and ultimately
Ireland.

a united

Paul Bew and Gordon Gillespie write:

As Northern Ireland sat on the brink of civil war.
Protestants were forced out of the Andoyne area of
Belfast, setting fires to 200 houses as they left
rather than have them occupied by Catholics.

Women

and children leaving the area came under machinegun
fire .

Two thousand Protestants were left homeless.

while 2,500 Catholics left Belfast for refugee camps
set up in the Republic. (Bew 37)

The situation was growing increasingly bleak for both
sides.

After thirteen apparently unarmed men were shot dead
during a civil rights rally in Derry on January 30, 1972,
in an event known as Bloody Sunday, the British government
had little choice remaining but to intervene with the
imposition of Direct Rule:

the most decisive moment of
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the crisis

(Bew 51).

The three decades that were to

follow were marked by violence, progress, regress, hope and
despair; and the entire peace process was littered with
ceasefires, referenda, initiatives, declarations, and
negotiations. Some measures were more successful than
others, yet are all integral and invaluable in ultimately
forming the Belfast Agreement, also known as the Good
Friday Accords, negotiated by Nobel Peace Prize winner John
Hume.

The Belfast Agreement's focus on the disarmament of

paramilitary groups, prisoner release, and reform of the
RUC guaranteed its success in the areas that other
agreements had been unsuccessful (Bew 360).

While the Belfast Agreement was perhaps the final
bridge to the end of more than thirty years of fighting
during the Troubles, a number of events, occurring from
1973 onward, paved the way toward peace in Northern
Ireland. The Sunningdale Agreement, Brook-Mayhew talks, the
Hume-Adams Initiative, the Downing Street Declaration,
paramilitary ceasefires, and multi-party negotiations are
all significant milestones, yet they are only a fraction of
the elements that influenced the outcome of the peace
process.

With much intervention from the United States and
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Great Britain, Northern Ireland was eventually able to
reach an agreement that maintained the Union of Great
Britain and Northern Ireland so long that it was supported
by a majority of people in Northern Ireland. The issues of
decommissioning weapons by paramilitary groups, releasing
prisoners, and restructuring the Royal Ulster Constabulary
were points of contention between Unionists and
Nationalists; however, they became crucial points of
negotiation that ultimately helped win the favor of
marginalized groups. The Belfast Agreement was successful
in that it satisfied some, though by no means all, of each
party's goals, giving closure to a situation that had
eluded politicians for decades. Seventy one percent of
those voting in Northern Ireland supported the referendum
while ninety five percent favored it in the Republic (Bew
xiii-xiv, 403).

The success of the Belfast Agreement was due in part
to its ability to address the conflict on two levels. Ruane
and Todd, in their article

The Belfast Agreement:

Context, Content, Consequences,
of the agreement first as

explain the dual nature

a political deal, an elaborate

mechanism for the sharing of power, designed to allow two
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communities with conflicting interests, aspirations and
allegiances to coexist with justice and without violence.
Secondly,

it is a framework within which the underlying

conditions of conflict can be addressed by some form of
transformative social process.

The goal of the agreement

is to solidify Northern Ireland's position within the
United Kingdom while ensuring equality for the Catholics
and nationalists of Northern Ireland. Most importantly, the
Belfast Agreement ushered Nationalists and Unionists into a
nonviolent era setting the stage for a renovation of social
and political attitudes and approaches (Ruane and Todd 1618).

After years of political and social unrest. Northern
Ireland has maintained an era of peace since the signing of
the Belfast Agreement in 1998, the eventual decommissioning
of paramilitary groups, and the release of prisoners. Yet,
I found the prejudices that existed and still do exist
between people of the exact same skin color and background
bewildering.

Ryan and Shane were two of the closest Irish friends I
made all semester.

Both were from Northern Ireland and

were first year students at Queen's University.
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One day

they asked about the classes I was taking and both gave
similar surprised reactions when I told them that

I was

This was the last course I

enrolled in a theology class.

required in order to fulfill my religion minor, so taking
religion courses was nothing new to me.

After explaining

that the class was more or less a broad survey of Christian
Theology from the Middle Age until the present time, Shane
asked if I considered myself

religious.

Having been

raised by Christian parents and as one who called myself a
Christian, I answered yes.

They both seemed a bit

surprised, and commented that they didn't consider
themselves religious at all —neither continued attending
religious services once their parents gave them the option.
The conversation ended there, and likely I would not have
thought too much more about it — that is until a time a few
weeks later when the topic of religion came up again.

A

question arose regarding the complex terminology
surrounding religious ideals and political affiliations.
At this point Ryan and Shane decidedly declared that they
were both Catholic.

It struck me as odd that two

individuals who did not consider themselves religious were
so eager to align themselves with a particular
denomination.

I would come to find out over the course of
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the semester the interesting weight and complex definition
that words like

u

Catholic" and \\ Protestant" actually

carry in Northern Ireland.

Another occasion that brought to light the extent of
the political and religious divide that exists in Northern
Ireland happened one afternoon while downtown.

Shane,

Ryan, and myself decided to stop at Kelley's Cellar, a
popular traditional Irish pub in downtown Belfast, for a
drink.

The words

traditional Irish

u

didn't mean much

more to me than I assumed in their literal interpretation.
However, in terms of Northern Ireland,
also means extremely Catholic.

w

traditional Irish

The walls were covered with

photographs of and relics belonging to the Irish Republican
Army—a primary Nationalist group participating in much of
the violence during the Troubles. As I would come to later
understand. Nationalists were primarily Catholic and
despised Northern Ireland's allegiance to Britain.

The

reason this seemingly simple visit sticks out so much in my
mind is because before we went inside, Shane was very
deliberate about ensuring that his

Protestant,

which

would have implied that he were a "Unionist, " sports
jersey was completely hidden under his jacket.
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I couldn't

imagine that anyone would say anything to him about his
attire, much less that they would even care.

But that

experience demonstrated for me the power and extent to
which lingering symbols of division can be sensed in
Northern Ireland. There, current political affiliations are
still deeply connected to the conflict of the past.

What was and is going on between two groups of very
similar individuals in Northern Ireland was becoming more
and more apparent to me in ways that were completely
baffling. Yet, while in Belfast, I had a unique opportunity
to be a part of an organization's movement to erase the
prejudice existing between Catholics and Protestants of
similar backgrounds that had been unfolding before my very
eyes .

In Northern Ireland, a political conflict was and
still is defined with religious terminology.

Unionist

Protestants despise Nationalist Catholics and vice versa.
Republican Catholics feel as though Loyalist Protestants
have stolen a large portion of their country. For some.
these ideas are instilled from a young age.

Children grow

up hating other children who are in fact, not very
different from them at all, and the cycle perpetuates.
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An

organization called Charter, formed in 2001 to help
integrate Unionist ex-prisoners back into their
communities, works to narrow the societal gap between
Protestants and Catholics in working-class communities bystudying the causes of conflict at the community level.
Working primarily with Protestants, Charter maintains
community groups that encourage dialogue and discussion
about cultural issues and coordinates cross-community
events with Catholic community organizations promoting the
same ideals:

Charter NI is actively engaged with a number

of marginalized groups such as migrant workers/ethnic
minorities, young people, women, politically motivated ex¬
prisoners, men and young offenders. All the related work is
done on a cross community basis and strives to be as
inclusive as possible

(Project).

A component of the scholarship that I and eleven other
students received enabling us to study at Queen's
University was a service-learning project that required
thirty hours of work with various community organizations.
Liz, a student from the University of Kentucky, and I were
assigned by our Irish Studies class to the organization
Charter for Northern Ireland.

As the assignments were
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being handed out and explained, my ears perked up when I
heard that we would be working with

ex-convicts and

former paramilitaries in East Belfast" ; I secretly
wondered if this was a good idea.

At this point in the

semester, I was familiar enough with the Troubles to know
more than I would've liked to about the violence
paramilitary groups perpetuated.

I was given Frankie Gallagher's, the current managing
director of Charter, phone number and email address and was
told to get in touch with him as soon as possible.
Meanwhile, on March 7, 2009, the first act of Troubles
related violence in twelve years occurred when two British
soldiers were killed right outside their army barracks just
north of Belfast.

An Irish Republican Army dissident group

claimed responsibility for the attack shortly thereafter
(Alford).

When I was finally able to get in touch with

Frankie a few weeks after this tragic event, he apologized
for being out of touch, for
things had become very busy.

due to the recent killings.
I can't say exactly what I

thought when I heard him utter those words, except I was
certain that we had been assigned to perhaps the most
interesting service learning project of them all.
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Liz and I arrived in East Selfast—Queen's University
is situated in south Belfast, in an affluent area of town.
while east Belfast is a predominately Protestant working
class area—on an unusually sunny morning. Walking up to
the front door of Charter, we were met by Albert and David,
two of the community organizers for Charter, taking their
morning smoke break.

The tattoos on David's arms barely

outnumbered those on Albert's.

The word "Ulster

was

branded proudly on both of their forearms. Albert's other
forearm displayed a large image of Che Guevara, explaining
to us later that the Argentine revolutionary was an
inspiration to him in his work in Northern Ireland.

While working with Charter, I gained an inside look at
what is actually being done to resolve the conflict and end
discrimination on the level of individuals in the
community.

I attended a meeting with a group of teenage

boys who individually answered questions about their career
goals, drinking and drug use, and home lives.

On another

day, I sat in on a meeting with community leaders who each
gave a report on the status of the community group he led.
These leaders planned events aimed at drawing in members of
the community; they also talked with young people about
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their goals and struggles, hoping to connect them to a
community group, thereby reducing the possibility of
perpetuating cross-community violence.

Albert and David are both ex-convicts who now are
committed to keeping individuals from walking down the path
that they traveled as young men.

For Albert and David,

this was a commitment they made with their lives.

In order

to resolve any of the literal or ideological conflict
plaguing Northern Ireland, they both understood that it
would take a commitment to actual people. Philosophies,
legislation, and politics all play an important role—which
Charter is involved in—however. it is what was done within
the communities that made a difference in the day-to-day
lives of those whom the lingering effects of the conflict
was affecting most.

The leader of Charter, Frankie

Gallagher, was the mind and drive behind the political and
legislative portion of the organization.

Frankie spent his

days meeting with community leaders and governmental
representatives.

During my time in Northern Ireland, I

often saw him quoted in the Belfast Telegraph.

It quickly

became obvious that he possessed an authoritative voice and
represented an important demographic when it came to
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conflict resolution.

During the time I spent with these

individuals I gained insight into both aspects of their
approach and clearly exemplified the importance of both.

This experience had more of a profound effect on me
than I realized initially.

I spent the semester learning

about the Troubles in a class about the History of Northern
Ireland.

I traveled to different cities that experienced

traumatic events during the height of the violence.

I saw

the areas in Belfast that were still extremely divided.

I

spent hours in class discussions where we proposed
solutions and hypothesized about what the future of
Northern Ireland would look like.

Yet, the few days that I

spent with Charter showed me that change does not happen
without committed individuals, whether they are ex-convicts
or national leaders, and that change happens on two levels.
As successful as the ideology of the Belfast Agreement was.
it would not have effected any change without individuals
and organizations that would commit to making those ideals
actual realities.

My mindset was shifting from ideas and

convictions to determining the action required to achieve
those ideas and convictions.

I understood reconciliation

as a long, difficult and, sadly, often bloody process.
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Conclusion; A Character Made, A Story in Progress

Develop an interest in life as you see it; the people.
things, literature, music—the world is so rich, simply
throbbing with rich treasures, beautiful souls and
interesting people.

Forget yourself.

- Henry Miller

I am beginning to see what change actually looks like:
what is at stake and what the obstacles are.

For the

Northern Irish, change is happening because of committed
individuals who meet with groups of community members on a
weekly basis.

For the Lost Boys, it is people like Julie

Hines and Cathy Gray who have taken them to the grocery
store or all the way to court to correct their date of
birth in order that they could stay in high school and
receive the education they deserved.

For the students in

the critical needs school districts of Mississippi/ it is
the Mississippi Teacher Corps participants who commit to
two years of improving not only public education, but also
the lives and opportunities of their students.
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This time just a year ago, I was writing a proposal
that hopefully would have granted me the opportunity to
travel to Sudan.

I had a vague idea about what I would do

there, the people I would talk to, and places I'd hope to
see .

Now, I am spending my time studying for the Law

School Admissions Test and working on law school
applications.

Much has changed within this past year of my

life . I've

developed a new mindset that's beginning to shape what I
see in my future.

More than anything, I believe it is the

experiences I have had that have caused this shift in
perspective.

Over the past two and a half years I have been
involved with the student organization Hope for Africa.
During the fall semesters of 2008 and 2009, I organized an
art sale that was held in conjunction with a benefit
concert in Oxford, Mississippi.

Each year, HFA was able to

donate around $1000 from the art sales alone to partner
organizations in Uganda.

Working with Hope for Africa,
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especially in regard to planning each art sale, showed me
just how easy it is to raise money for a cause.

More than

anything, all that is required is a little desire and
motivation.

The rest happened all too naturally.

My dream of traveling to Sudan one day has not
changed. Yet, at this stage in life, I believe the most
important thing for me to do is equip myself with the
knowledge and education necessary in order to achieve goals
like making a difference for the Lost Boys, or improving
the educational life of someone Mississippi's public school
system.

I will always be able to make a difference in the

here and now—whether it be something as simple as being a
friend or offering time or money in order to alleviate
temporary difficulties, Hope for Africa has shown me that.
However, now, I have the mindset that the effort

I can make

toward making a difference will be greater with higher
education, more diverse experience, and greater knowledge.

So rather than pack my bags and move to Marial Bai,
Sudan, (Valentino's hometown) upon the completion of this
thesis, I will instead try my hardest to get into law
school.

This may delay my eventual visit to the school in

Marial Bai that Valentino has used the proceeds from What
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Is The Whet to build; yet I believe I will get there
someday.

A summer with the Mississippi Teacher Corps taught me
more about education in Mississippi than a lifetime in
public school systems has; one evening with the Sudanese in
Jackson, brought reality to a situation that even the most
moving words on a page could not bring; experiencing
Northern Ireland, the people and the place, brought an
entirely new perspective on the role I hope to play in
reconciling human struggle whether in Mississippi or the
farthest corner of the world.

Each of these societies has experienced deep divisions
and is still engaged, or is hoping to engage, in the long
process of reconciliation. As an observer and occasional
participant in some of these reconciliatory measures, I
have gained a new understanding of the human experience: we
are connected.

The universality of human struggle and

process of reconciliation are concepts that no one.
anywhere, has immunity from.

At the heart of the life rests the question of what
exactly it means to be human: of how to make sense of
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life's experiences, whether good or bad, and the inherent
desire felt by all to understand our purpose and place in
this world. Although the experiences that have been related
here are uniquely my own, this is not just a project of
self -inquiry.

I hope what this work accomplishes within

its reader is not unlike the South African concept of
ubuntu.

Archbishop Desmond Tutu describes ubuntu as

the essence of being human.

As a word describing the

interconnectedness of humanity, my story, though uniquely
my own, is connected to yours and ours together are
connected to the story of the human race. Hopefully/
through the stories we tell with our lives. we are giving
greater meaning to what it means to be human, living in
such a way that embraces the inevitability of struggle
while constantly striving for reconciliation.
Africans, and as I choose to believe,

For

a person is a

person through another person... my humanity is caught up.
bound up, inextricably, with yours

(Ubuntu).
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RESOURCES
Mississippi Teacher Corps: www.olemiss.edu/programs/mtc
Barksdale Reading Institute: www.msreads.org
Mississippi Innocence Project: http://www.mlsslssippiinnocence.org/
Sudan Reconstruction: www.sudanreconstruction.org
Belfast Conflict Resolution Consortium: www.bcrc.eu
Charter for Northern Ireland (under construction):
http://www.charterni.com
Hope for Africa: www.hopeforafrica.info
Millsaps' Faith and Work Initiative,

A Long Journey" :

http://www.millsaps.edu/faithwrk/sudan/ (link can be
accessed under

class literature" )

My interviews with the Lost Boys:
http://www. youtube .com/watch?v=nWbFVLKnzMI
Valentino Achak Deng Foundation:

http://www.valentinoachakdeng.org
Welcome to the United States: A Guidebook for Refugees:
http://www.cal.org/co/publications/welcome.html
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Barksdale Award Proposal

\\

Learning is good

We have found it so.
Learning is the best
We have found it so.
I will not leave the school
I am a man
I have liked it;
I will not leave the school.
I am a gentleman of the future.
Those children who run away
They have no hearts.
Even if we tire
We shall endure.
We shall find its sweetness later on;
Even if we tire
We shall endure
To find its sweetness later on. //
Gentlemen of the Future,

a

1940s Sudanese Song

Children of southern Sudan sang

w

Gentlemen of the Future

//

as long ago as the 1940s when western missionaries first
introduced Dinka boys and girls to formal education.

Since

then, their fervent attitude toward the importance of
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education has not changed. Sudanese affirm the saying.
Education is my mother and my father.

Many children have

lost both parents in the civil war, and education has
assumed the traditional role of mothers and fathers.
providing guidance, direction, and, most importantly, hope.

Until 1947 Britain administered Sudan as two separate
entities. During this time, northern Sudan underwent
significant development, becoming a moderately prosperous
Arab region.

The south remained free from outside

influence. When the British left Sudan, the two regions
integrated. This change troubled southern tribes. who were
underdeveloped in terms of education, infrastructure. and
political power.

When northern Sudanese filled 792 of 800

governmental positions, the south's long-standing fear of
northern domination was confirmed. Low-level guerilla
warfare ensued, and, by the mid 1980s, Sudan was engulfed
in civil war. The Sudan People's Liberation Army, a
southern rebel group, attempted to defend their homeland
against government-backed Janjaweed. Targeting educated
southerners, the Janjaweed repeatedly scorched Dinka
villages, leading to a mass exodus that has displaced more
people than any other conflict in the late twentieth
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century. In 2000, the United States announced plans to
resettle 3,300 refugees, known as the
Sudan,

Lost Boys of

of the more than 60,000 who found refuge in

Kakuma, Kenya. The Lost Boys gratefully took advantage of
educational opportunities in the United States.

With the Barksdale Award, I would travel to southern Sudan
to study the reconstruction of its education system since
the Comprehensive Peace Agreement (2005), which highlighted
the need for an educated citizenry to compete in
dominated Sudan.

a northern

Upon arriving in southern Sudan's

capital, Juba, I would visit the University of Juba, whose
primary objective is to

train manpower for the

developmental needs of the Southern Sudan.

After

conducting interviews with members of the University
community, ascertaining their challenges and objectives, I
would conduct similar interviews with primary and secondary
educators and students. From Juba I would fly to Wau,
applying the same methodology to schools there, thus
allowing a geographical comparison between locations vastly
different in terms of ethnicity, language, culture, and
structural development.

For further comparison - between

urban and rural settings - I would travel to Kuajok, home
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to many internally displaced persons (IDPs) who cannot
return to their villages because of a lack of available
services.

Kuajok, because of its IDP population, would

offer insight into the educational environment of the Lost
Boys before their U.S. arrivals.

Furthermore, inspired by Dave Eggers's creative non-fiction
book What is the What chronicling Valentino Achak Deng's
horrific journey from war-torn Sudan to the United States,
I would visit Marial Bai.

With proceeds from What is the

What, Valentino has implemented the Marial Bai Education
Project, creating community-based educational opportunities
in his former village.

Visiting Marial Bai would offer a

comparative view of public versus privately funded
education.

As an intern last summer with the Mississippi Teacher
Corps, I designed a project related to the education of the
Lost Boys in Mississippi. With this opportunity, the pages
of What is the What came to life as I found myself sitting
among the Lost Boys of Sudan relocated to Jackson,
Mississippi. From these men, I learned of the hardships
that young Sudanese boys and girls face upon their arrival
in America. Their quests for education in the United States
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were met with resistance due to their inadequate
preparation relative to their American counterparts.
Despite the onerous challenges the Lost Boys faced, each
remained unwavering in his or her drive towards receiving
an education.

The provisions for this project have been arranged with
Julie Hines and Mangok Mayen.

Mangok is a Sudanese

refugee, employed by Catholic Charities of Jackson, MS to
work as a cultural liaison helping to transition the Lost
Boys. Mangok and Julie have founded the nonprofit
organization Sudan Reconstruction, an organization that
seeks to help provide the resources necessary to rebuild
southern Sudan.

Mangok has an extensive network of

Sudanese both in Sudan and America.

I would be under the

constant supervision of his friends and relatives
throughout my entire stay in Sudan.

Also, I would plan

with Julie and Mangok the various logistics of travel.
modeling their prior experiences in Sudan.

Returning to Mississippi, having been both a witness to and
a participant in the educational situation in Sudan, I
would use my findings as a primary source for my honors
thesis, which would focus on a comparative analysis of the
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education of Sudanese in southern Sudan and Mississippi.
With my thesis, I would like to contribute to the existing
knowledge of education in war-torn countries by publishing
my work.

Additionally, with the video, pictures, and

interviews I collect, I would develop a multi-media
presentation suitable for various audiences, from K-12
students to community organizations, to raise awareness.

I

anticipate not only personal and academic growth, but also
to become an authoritative voice for social justice
especially as it applies to the education of those uprooted
from their homelands.

Transcript of Interviews with the Lost Boys of Sudan:
July 2009
Jackson, Mississippi

Gabriel Panchol:

My name is Gabriel Paneho1. I came to

Jackson, Mississippi, when I was seventeen years old,
back in 2000. I've been in the United States now for
about seven years and a couple of months.
John Ayom:

My name is John Ayom.

I came to the United

States in 2000.
Daniel Anyang:

My name is Daniel Anyang,

to United States in December 2000.
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I come over here

John Yaak:

My name is John Yaak. I am originally from

Sudan, particularly in the South, and I live in the
United States. I came to this country seven years ago.
Peter Manual: My name is Peter; I"m from Sudan. So I've
been here for seven years, I came in December 2000.
Martin Matit:

My name is Martin Matit.

I came to the

United States when I was fifteen on December 22, 2000.
James Lueth:

I am from Sudan. I

My name is James Lueth.

came in 2000; actually most of my friends who have
already talked, most of them came in 2000. So most of
us have been here almost eight years, but it is seven
years right now.
Civil war has raved Sudan for 20 years,

The Islamic

fundamentalist government is waging war on the Christian
and Animist South.

The war has killed two million people.

Hardest hit are the cattle-herding Dinka tribe,

In the

late 1980s, attacks on Dinka villages intensified,

Scores

of men were killed, women and girls were taken captive.
Twenty thousand young boys escaped.
My country is Sudan.

My tribe we are called Dinka.

My

village really was beautiful, very green and very
beautiful.

The young boys lived in the cattle camps.

When the village was attacked I was not at home,
looking after the goat and the calf.
the guns.
dangerous.

I was

I heard the sound of

Immediately you feel in your body that it is
My parents all died,

They took the young

girls; they took them and used them up.
running together.

We were all

The sun was getting hot and hot; the
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skin of our foot was wearing off.
caught by lions,
in 1992.
camp.

A lot of people were

Life was miserable.

We arrived in Kenya

The United Nations took us to Kakuma refugee

They call us Lost Boys because they found us without

parents " (Cite DOCUMENTARY).
Gabriel:

I was in the refugee camp since I came to U.S.

and they called me a lost boy even though I am not
lost, you know, but it is just a nickname given to me.
James: When we came, here the United Nation had brought us
to the United States because of the war that is going
on in Sudan. So the United States decided to bring
minor people, the younger children, to the United
States because of the war in Sudan—to study, to get
the education in the United States because the country
that has been in war for a long time, there was no
good education that people were getting,

So we were

just in refugee camp, but the education was not that
good.
John Ayom:

To be here in the United States is something

wonderful, because I wouldn't be able to go that far
if I was back home.

I am also giving thanks to all of

those people who made the process for all of the Lost
Boys to come to the U.S.

This is a great opportunity

that we should accomplish.
Gabriel Panchol:

I have a lot of opportunities, you know.

It should have been difficult for me.

If I was back

there I could have just finished my high school, and
there's no way I can afford my higher education and go
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to a great school like Ole Miss,

So there are great

opportunities in the U.S.
James Lueth:

I went to Ole Miss for two years; and then my

major there was pre-nursing, so I complete my
requirements at Ole Miss but there was no nursing
program at Ole Miss so I tried to come to UMC—the
University of Mississippi in Jackson,

But in Jackson,

there is a lot of people waiting at UMC.

So I applied
So

for a nursing program, but I didn't get accepted.
I tried to go to Mississippi College.

So now I took

one semester at Mississippi College, but I have
applied for nursing,

So I'm waiting, hoping that I

will get admitted in January.

So I will start my

nursing school if I get admitted in January, but I
hope if I get my nursing degree, I will continue maybe
to get my masters or do like nurse practitioner.
is what I am hoping to do in the future.
John Ayom:

That

Thank you.

Five years from now if i graduate from State

with a bachelor of science in electrical engineering,
I will be able to get a good job.

I want to go back

home and kind of help people back home, you know.
because there are not a lot of people who are
specialized in electrical engineers.

So when I get

that degree, I will be able to go back home and help
them, you know, kind of start on the foundation and
build up.
Gabriel Panchol:

What I am going to do in the next five

years, I will work on education because I want to help
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my people back home.

There are lots million of

children out there who have nothing—no education,
opportunities, they are starving, it"s a lot of things
going on... There are a lot of things available here.
encourage the young children in Mississippi and all
over the country to focus, because United States of
America is a blessed country.

It's a land of

everything, hard work and everything, so they should
focus on their education and study hard and get
everything that they could. In the next five years.
I'll be working and going back to get my masters, get
more education, and see if I can go back and help the
people there.
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